14 water for almost twenty years. Durrell and Nancy, his
wife, were like a couple of dolphins; they practically
lived in the water. We took a siesta after lunch and then
we rowed to another little cove about a mile away where
there was a tiny white shrine. Here we baptized ourselves
anew in the raw. In the evening I was presented to Kyrios
Karamenaios, the local gendarme, and to Nicola, the vil-
lage schoolmaster. We immediately became firm friends.
With Nicola I spoke a broken-down French 5 with Kara-
menaios a sort of cluck-duck language made up largely of
good will and a desire to understand one another.

About once a week we went to town in the caique. I
never got to like the town of Corfu. It has a desultory air
which by evening becomes a quiet, irritating sort of de-
mentia. You are constantly sitting down drinking some-*
thing you don't want to drink or else walking up and down
aimlessly feeling desperately like a prisoner. Usually I
treated myself to a shave and haircut whenever I went to
town: I did it to while away the time and because it was
so ridiculously cheap. It was the King's barber, I was in-
formed, who attended me, and the whole job came to
about three and a half cents, including the tip. Corfu is
a typical place of exile. The Kaiser used to make his resi-
dence here before he lost his crown. I went through the
palace once to see what it-was like. All palaces strike me
as dreary and lugubrious places, but the Kaiser's mad-
house is about the worst piece of gimcrackery I have ever
laid eyes OIL It would make an excellent museum for
Surrealistic art At one end of the island, however, faring
the abandoned palace, is the little spot called Kanoni,*
whence you look down upon the magical Toten Insel. In
the evening Spiro sits here dreaming of his life in Rhode
Maud when the boot-legging traffic was in full swing. It
h a spot which rightfully belongs to my friend Hans
Rrichei, the water colorist The associations are Homeric,